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PASSING

THOUGHTS

AS SPRING APPROACHES

Maurice

F. Kenny

"0 come to church," the parson said,
"0 come and say a prayer . . .
o come, my son, and leave your bed .
Morning's singing everywhere.
"The bells ring out to speed your way,
The organ plays a hymn . . .
The Lord sends sun to brighten day,
And love to lead you in."
I looked to left and looked to right
And saw the flowers nod;
I heard the bells and felt the might
And beauty of my God.
I saw the church and parson grim,
I saw the woodland free;
I turned from church so stiff and prim
And wandered breathlessly
Along the path unto the hills
'Where God was holding .Mass.
And there I knelt amid the trills
Of birds, and greening grass.

*
DYLAN

THOMAS,

Maurice

1955

F. Kenny

The pencil's trembling in the fingers' grasp,
The mighty thought goes whispering away,
And momentary shock has now long passed .
Humility is standing in the way.
This poet was the breathing voice of Spring,
Not that of grim and chilled November days;
His eye was that quick eye that childhood brings,
Not eyes of wrinkled men in bitter maze.
The brilliant sun was finn upon his lips,
Warm summer winds were tight within his hands;
And from a nest of stars his fingertips
Drew out a lark to sing across all lands.
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SESTINA
Robert Petty

0' could this scribbling brain but satisfy
The hunger of love's parasitic rhyme,
Realize the meter of this beating heart,
Before its rhythms fade in endless night,
This growth of mortal living then would be
More than a bone poked from life's little cage.
Or could I fool the sentinel, break the cage,
What witherecl now, should gmw and satisfy?
Would I, beneath a stranger daylight, be
Love's poet laureate, living but to rhyme
The ageless idiom of desire, and in the night
Compile the long anthology of the heart?
If so, what entries then from this sael heart

Whose contour is the limit of a cage?
'
What dream by day, what lyric hope by night,
New-born by It, could vaguely satisfy
The desperate prayer of man's immortal rhyme
Or teach alone what this tired flesh could be. '
How satirical, this dream of what could be
The witless fingers of this fretting heart, '
Whic~1 scrawls about t!1e dust i~s epic rhyme;
Or with the broken tWIgs that f ind its cage,
Plies dialogue by day to satisfy
That too well known soliloquy of the night.
And yet, who does not read life's poem by night,
Rewrite the scattered symbols, yearn to be
To those simplicities bound, which satisfy
And unknowingly attend the ornate heart?
And who does not, within his separate cage,
Murmur love's couplet somewhere in that rhyme?

0' when love breaks this monologue of rhyme,
As dawn relieves the throbbing of the night,
Erect, at last, in its expanding cage,. ,
This hungry beast shall know. what.lt s to be,
Shall with a stranger's laughing .wll1gecl heart,
Ascend the dark, and It shall satisfy-sSatisfy . . . or else another rl:ymeHeart, the minstrel of a paler mghtBefore it knows the meanmg of the cage
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ALONE
Robert Petty

o there

were days he seemed to hang in air,
And watch himsel f and all the world go by,
With every poet's song-an
idle cry,
And every lover's glance-a
wanton stare.
He dwelt alone with un forgotten pain,
Too severed from the meaning of forget,
As if by Longing's hand he had been set
To mingle with eternal dust and rain.
Each year he felt the throbbing spring anew,
The murmuring wilderness ever braced his mind,
For there within its shadows he could find
A friend, a silent friend who could be true;
And then one day, within a woodland pool,
He saw the lonely face of all mankind.

DREAM
Robert Petty

It was a dream I dreamed with open eyes,
A dream whose haunting vision grips my mindvVe had found what all hearts yearn to find,
And having held it, turned in dread surprise
To hear insidious laughs and pagan cries,
And standing hand in hand, with trembling breath,
We saw there, draped in scarlet, Love and Death
Racing wild across the withered skies.
Obscured, I could not see who won the race,
Nor even toward the end who was ahead,
I only now recall your soft embrace,
And fragments of the tender words you said,
And that I looked into your shadowed face,
And that you, weeping, turned your eyes and fled.
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The Murderer
Jane

T

Bachman

men had dragged the lake for two .days. They were silent
and grim and wishing the watery business over. There was a
shout. All was confusion for a few minutes, but then the body
was hauled into the boat and covered. The gruesome task was over
and the gray men could go home. It was about eight o'clock in the
evening and raining when the discovery was made. The lake, as if
anxious to be rid of its inhabitant, tossed and churned and pushed at
the boat. Once having disposed of its burden, it seemed to heave
and sigh as if in relief.
And never a man turned or heard the sad sand as it fought back
the water.
But there was one dark man who stooel watching the scene, and
as he turned to leave, his lined face reflected triumph at what he
had heard.
"Man drowned," they said. "Don't know why or how, but he's
dead. "
Of course they wouldn't know why, he mused. They would never
know why a body floated on the lake, or how it had gotten there,
N or could they know the murderous anger which that body had once
aroused in him. Anger that had flared at a criticism and faded with
the man's death. They could not know the utter simplicity of death,
A man drowns easily when he is knocked unconscious and pushed
from a boat. So easily.
He didn't see the body when they held services. No one saw the
boc~y then. The short ceremony was finally over, and he clasped
moist hands and avoided misty eyes. It hadn't been bad. Funerals
were funerals and there never had been much of an alternative.
He didn't go to the graveyard.
It was raining again and it made
the whole affair thoroughly disgusting to him, and so he went horne
to smoke and reacl.
The next day was wet too. The sun disappeared and it was a
"five-in-the-winter-time
sort of atmosphere.
It rained for a whole
week. Never had the country seen such a drenching.
There was no
<other topic of conversation, for the drowning, now over a week past,
had been overshadowed by the low clouds and the deluge.
It was not until the following Monday that he began to wonder.
A tired thought had been vaguely present, but now it pushed to. the
surface of his mind and would not leave. 0 f course It had rained
before. In some places, weeks of rain were common, but stil~ so
much water was odd. Everyone said it was unusual, but ever smce
that drowning it had rained almost continuously.
HE
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Dy the third week things were going badly for him. He didn't
sleep at night and couldn't write during the day. At first the thoughts
and flashes would come clearly and logically, but gradually they
came faster and faster falling over each other to reach the surface of
his mind, anel he became so confused he was almost sick. Then he
would have to lie clown and try to rest.
But the thoughts ran and
scrambled and pushed against his head until it ached.
He saw the answer quite clearly one evening.
There was only
one thing to do, and he wondered why he hadn't thought of it before.
That night he slept better than he had for clays, but the rain still
pounded mercilessly on the roof and made a music that be despised.
The next morning be got up, lit the fire and prepared breakfast.
Rain was still coming when he looked out, and he could see water
standing in the fields.
He supposed the road past his house was
flooded too, but he didn't look. After eating, he put on a black
rubber coat and high boots, carefully put out the fire and raked
ashes over the coals.
He was almost blinded by the storm when he stepped out, and
he started toward the lake which was now higher than it had been for
years. He paused for a moment on the sodden beach and then started
in. His clothing kept him dry, but the rain started to trickle down
inside his collar, and this annoyed him. When the water reached his
waist he began to feel the cold, and he shivered and tried to draw the
coat closer. It was hard walking. The waves seemed determined to
carry him away, but when he glanced up he saw that a moving cloud
revealed a silver sky and he kept on.
Soon there was only a swirl of water where he had been.

Mr. Meeker and the Frustrated
Lycanthropist
Harry White
was beginning his evening walk through the park.
He pau.secl a moment on the .steps o~ his apartme:lt house anc!
made final adjustments to hIS clothing,
In precise order, he
straightened the brim on his hat, brushed dandru ff from the shoulders
of his light gray suit, and inspected both toes of his shining black
shoes for dust. Satisfied. he hung his ivory colored cane on his arm
and stepped briskly into the deeply shadowed twilight.
A remarkably beautiful evening, thought Mr. Meeker.
Fallen
leaves from the park across the street were scudding over the pavement in the soft autumn wind, and quietly echoing auto horns sounded
from the other end of the block. As Mr. Meeker stepped off the
curb at the corner, a full mOOIl slid from behind a cloud and silvered
the windows of the apartments behind him.

M
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Gently swinging his cane, Mr. Meeker crossed the street. He was
a small man, past middle age; but his carriage was lithe and his movements swift and purposeful.
His round face was beginning to show
wrinkles, and lines radiated from the corners of his bright blue eyes
which showed a constant good humor.
There were three graveled paths entering the park, but he selected
the one on the right without hesitation. He had taken the one on the
left night before last and the one in the middle last night. "Mr. Meeker
would again take the one on the left tomorrow night.
As he walked, the street noises receded quickly; and the light from
lamps along the walk cast long angular shadows among the trees. His
pace began to slacken and his progress became as much of an amble
as he could achieve. He continued for awhile, relaxing in the stillness, which was broken only by the crunching of his leather soles in
the gravel. The broken shadows of limbs and leaves passed soundlessly over the wraithlike grayness of his suit. The moonlight sinking through the trees turned his face ashen and accentuated the
black band of his hat.
Suddenly he stopped. There, ahead of him, under a lamp, sat a
man on a stone bench. He had his back to Mr. Meeker and was
bent over, concentrating on a pad of paper which he held on his lap.
He was mumbling.
Mr. Meeker watched him a moment-he
was always interested in
people-and then moved carefully over to the grass, where he advanced silently toward the crouching figure.
So intense was the
man's concentration that Mr. Meeker was able to walk to the rear of
the bench and peer over the man's shoulder at the paper on his lap
without being observed.
He stood quietly for a short time listening to the man's mumbled
words. "Just can't get it right," he was saying in a guttural voice.
"Must not have it all." Then in frustration, "Damn!"
Mr. Meeker squinted more intently at the pad and then, with a
satisfied air, leaned back and planted his cane in the turf at his side.
"]'day I assist you?" he said quietly.
The man leaped up, spilling paper on the ground, and faced Mr.
Meeker. His eyes were wide and his hands trembled in the air before
him.
"Come now," said Mr. Meeker soothingly, "no need to be frightened. No, no! Don't run. Here," and he began to retrieve the scattered sheets of white paper. "I'll help you."
"Help-?"
questioned the trembling figure, obviously caught off
guard. "1-1-," he faltered.
"Tut, tut," Mr. Meeker held up a restraining hanel. "Of course
I can help you. In my youth-if you will pardon my boasting-I
was
quite adept at this sort of thing."
"Here are your formulae," he said, thrusting the sheaf of paper
into the bewildered man's hand. "Now, let's have a look at you."
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The man stood before him, still puzzled and very much at a loss.
He was tall, stooped, and rather muscular. His long hair was black
but shot with brown streaks. His complexion was dark, and his skin
was covered with a scraggly fuzz. He had long tapering hands, and
his fingers ended in clawlike nails. Like an animal, thought Mr.
Meeker, noting the wide band of ragged gray fur-like material which
the fellow was wearing about his waist.
"Ah, my good man," 1',,1r.Meeker clucked his tongue, "you were
having very little success. Here, see. Your girdle of wolfskin must
contact the epidermis."
'Wrinkling his nose slightly, Mr. Meeker plucked the man's shirt
tail out. "And you spoke the incantation too slowly. It must be
done quickly, you see, before the spell can take effect completely;
or you can't make the proper sounds as the transformation progresses."
"And the setting, my good fellow,"-he
began to guide the man
into the trees-"must
be proper. Not an electric lamp! Moonlight's
the thing."
The larger man, still quite confused and a trifle awed by authority,
allowed himself to be propelled into the darkness by the slight form
of Mr. Meeker,
"There, now. This is about right." They stood in a small clearing in the park. Not a sound penetrated from the city. Trees, halfbare limbs groping into the night sky, surrounded them. Clouds
seethed and rolled about the moon but left its high undimmed, spotlighting the pair in the park.
"Now," spoke Mr. Meeker seriously, "we can begin. Lift your
arms above your head. In this manner. Observe."
He pursed his lips and paused, frowning. "Ah, yes. I recall the
words now. Repeat-no,
no-Keep
your arms up! Repeat after
me-and don't tremble so. Compose yoursel f."
Mr. Meeker started chanting in monosyllables.
His voice was
low and soft at first; but, as the spell began to take form, the words
began to roll in a pulsing rhythm, mounting-as
he kept time with
his cane-to an impending crescendo. The sounds came faster and
faster, ringing and vibrating in the clearing until the trees shivered
and seemed to draw away.
Suddenly, Mr. Meeker raised his cane in the air. The torrent of
the incantation ended abruptly on a sharp note. He stood transfixed
and silent; and then, with a shout, he brought the cane down like a
baton. There was a sound of thunder and the moonlit shadows of
the trees wavered. The form of the man convulsed, melted swiftly,
and flowed into a four-legged shape. A werewolf stood on the
ground, eyes glowing and ivory teeth shining. It shook itself,
"Now that was not so difficult," said Mr. Meeker, "although I'm
afraid"-ancl
he mopped perspiration from his forehead-"that
I
did most of the work for you."

12
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The monster snarled and advanced hesitatingly toward Mr.
Meeker who looked a bit startled. But suddenly he smiled in comprehension and clapped his hands.
"What an admirable stroke of genius. A spirit after my own
heart." Mr. Meeker almost capered. "I am to be your first victim.
Splendid! Splendid!
The wol f halted, stunned by this reaction.
Mr. Meeker's smile changed to a saddened look. "But I must
admit I am a tri fie grieved that a creature of your ambition does
not realize just who I am. And this," said Mr. Meeker, regret softening his voice, "also grieves me."
With this statement, he pointed his cane at the apparition which
promptly vanished in a flash of fire and brimstone.
Mr. Meeker coughed and vigorously fanned the smoke away. He
stood a moment and then, with his cane swinging from his arm,
turned back toward the walk.
"A pity," he murmured to himself, "but he had little talent. Besides, I could scarcely allow such an out-of-date agent to run amok
in this day and age. My present methods are much too refined."

*

A Dialogue
(With Apologies

to Socrates)

Alice Ashby
(The scene is laid in a private chamber in the Senate Office Building; and the whole conversation is narrated by Socrates, the evening
after it took place, to the officials of the various television networks.)
I went to the Senate Office Building that I might converse with
Polernarsky who had been examined the previous day by the Senate
committee on un-American activities. FIe had succeeded in evading
the basic loyalty question by invoking the fifth amendment.
Polemarsky entered; and after the usual preliminaries, I began.
Are you, or have you ever been a member of the Communist party?
I refuse to answer this question on the grounds that it might
incriminate me.
Do you mean by "incriminate" that you could not answer this
question with impunity?
If I were to answer that I had been affiliated with such a party,
I would certainly be prosecuted or feel the repercussions of such a
statement. It is the tendency of the people to allow their opinions to
be swayed against a person because of his previous associations. Yes,
that was my meaning.
Should you not justly fear unhappy results if there has been an
association deemed undesirable by the majority of the people?
Certainly.

13
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Thus, if you answered this question affirmatively,
you would
necessarily expect punishment of some type?
Yes.
Need you fear punishment if you answer that you are not or were
never a member?
Can the people validly prosecute you if there is
not basis for the prosecution?
Certainly not.
And if you were to answer this question negatively, there would
be no basis for this prosecution?
No.
Then, why do you not answer the question?
Why, on the grounds of the fifth amendment.
If I were to
answer this question, I would incriminate myself.
Then, Polernarsky, you are or were a Communist.
Why, Socrates, how came you about that idea? I have said nothing which would indicate that I am or am not a Communist.
I have inferred from your previous statements, and I think I have
done so correctly, that you can be nothing but a Communist.
Nay, Socrates, I have said neither that I am or am not nor that I
was or was not a member of the party.
But, you said that you need not fear punishment, or in your own
words, "incriminate yourself" if you answered negatively.
That to
state you are not or never were a member of the Communist party
would free you from any possible indictments.
Is that not so?
To be sure.
You would only fear punishment if you answered affirmatively.
This is by your previous statement.
Am I not correct?
Why, yes.
Now, Polemarsky, by your own argument, you admit that by
answering you would incriminate yourself.
Do you not?
Yes.
Then, if you admit that you will by answering incriminate yourself, that is to say fear punishment, something you could not do if you
answered negatively, you must answer affirmatively.
Therefore,
you are or were a member of the Communist party.
Polemarsky pleaded a forgotten appointment and left.
','

_,'

"-

-I"
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Shilling Shockers of the Nineteenth
Century
Lois Griffin
of the most popular forms of literature of the nineteenth
century was the ."shill~ng shocker."
Price was determ!ned by
length, not quality, WIth the most popular length selling for
a shilling. These books were written in a highly stilted and Latinized
language by hack writers.
An engraving of an interesting scene

O
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(regardless of wheth.er or not it ~1ad anything to do with. t:1e plot)
and a title ancl sub-title were designed to attract the public s attention. The plots, for the n:ost part, .were .borrowed and ran according to a pattern.
The settrng was either 111 a .monastery or ~l castle.
Horror or sentimental love was the pred0J11111atl11gelement of interest.
A virtuous, talented, and totally unrealistic heroine had to be the
victim of complicated circumstances.
She was usually in love with
a supposed peasant, and her father would be trying to f.orce her into
a hated marriage with the lord of a castle. With the aid of a ghost
of a long lost relative, it would be discovered that the girl's lover
was really the heir to the castle and the lord was a villainous murderer.
The young lovers would be united and either live happily ever after
or die in each other's arms.
A modern "shilling shocker" might
sound something like this . . .
GOOD-BYE, GARBAGE l\!L\N

or A Horrible Story
The night was clark, deep and dreary.
A chill was suspended in
the air. There came the melancholy strains of music wafting through
the mist.
They were the sad notes of Rotunda who was pouring out her
soul through her tuba. At intervals she would stop and recite some
of her own poetry.
"My heart's as soft as a marshmallow over fire.
When I think of you, I never tire.
In fact, I flip when I hear your name;
And I'll never, never, never, be the same."
Her beauty was as extraordinary
as her talent.
Her hair was
crimson and her lips were of an ashen hue. For her seventeen years,
she was highly cultivated and quite mature.
She had not had the advantages of a normal child. The day after Rotunda was born, her
mother stepped into an open man-hole and was not heard from again.
Ever since her mother's departure, Rotunda had been forced by her
malevolent father to care for hersel f.
Now she had been wounded by the arrows of the blind and mischievous child Cupid for the twelfth time. The recipient of her
amorous inclination was George, the garbage collector.
Every time
he walked into the r00111, she could sense his presence for a week.
As she was playing and reciting, her cruel father, Werner, walked
into the room. Rotunda fainted.
When she regained consciousness,
Werner spoke, "My daughter, you must Inarry John D."
" Rotl~nc1a fainted. When she regained consciousness, she sighed,
'Alas, Father, not that."
"Very well, then. You must go to Butler and maj or in English
literature."
Rotunda fainted.
When at long last she came to, her father
locked her in the attic with only the old twelve-inch television set
until she should make up her mind.
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When George came to pick up the garbage that week, he missed
Rotunda.
His concern was excruciating as he reciprocated the feelings of Rotunda.
"Where can that little chick be?" he thought.
Then he"began shouting, "Jack, where are you? I don't dig hide and
go seek.
But there was no response from the woeful Rotunda.
However,
Werner heard the anxious call of George and came hurrying out.
"Begone, you!" shouted Werner.
"Just a minute, Daddy-O," replied George, "you're all tore up.
Calm yourself."
In the midst of the ensuing arbitrary discussion, some uniformed
men hired by the city came and took George of f for disturbing the
peace.
That evening John D. came to call on Rotunda.
She took one
look at him and fainted. As he stood over her unconscious form, he
remarked, "I know I'm ugly. That's why I want to marry a pretty
girl-so
my kids will have half a chance.
Rotunda opened her dewy eyes and sighed, "Give me a little more
time to make this horrible decision."
John D. gave her three days.
Then he would come and take her to Butler or they would elope to
Huntington.
Rotunda dreaded her solitary confinement in the attic with the
small television set that had snow and ghosts continually.
However,
she turned the set on again. There was a travel picture of China.
J list as she was about to change stations, one of the ghosts beckoned
to her. It was Rotunda's long lost mother.
She seemed to be trying
to say something, but a man with FCC on his cap kept stopping her.
All Rotunda could make out was a six. She quickly changed the dial
to channel six. There was a man who sold artificial smiles making
an appeal for the audience to help him find his musician brother,
George. He could be identified by the calluses on the fingers of his
left hand. "That must be my George," exclaimed Rotunda.
The luckless George was behind bars at that very minute. John
D. was trying to bribe the judge to send George away for a long
time. As the judge was looking into John D.'s bank account, he discovered that John D. was a tax evader, and he turned him over to the
federal authorities.
Rotunda had called her father to the attic and told him the good
news. Werner immediately sent for his wife in China and went clown
and bailed George out of jail.
When Rotunda's
mother returned home, Werner's disposition
changed completely, and he consented to the wedding of Rotunda
and George. As a wedding present, he gave them a subscription to
the "Book of the Month Club." Rotunda did not faint anymore because her mother advised her to loosen her waist-cincher.
And the
whole family lived very happily and comfortably
on George's
brother's salary.

/
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Susan
Part of a Novel
Maurice F. Kenny
LEAN
woman shuffled about her kitchen.
I-Ier gaunt body,
with its level bosom and cramped round shoulders, stepped
quietly about the stove, her movements slow and mechanical.
"Five!
Susan ain't home yet, an' the dark's settlin' on."
She scowled.
"She's most likely been caught in the blizzard," she remarked to
a boy playing on the floor.
"But she does like to stay off. Always wantin' to go galavantin'
around when she oughtta be home helpin'.
These youngins don't
care nothin about their folks, how hard we work. She's old enough
to know."
By the stove, the boy of seven was playing with a ball on the floor.
He tossed the toy against the wall and, as it bounced away, he watched
chips of paint and grains of plaster slide to the plank floor and form
into dunes.
"Frank, put your ball up."
Her waspy voice frightened him.
"Your Pa'll be in for supper soon. You know he ain't fixed on
you playin' like that. You're growin' up like your sister . . . not
cariu' about nothiri'. Someday you are goin' have to learn to care,
like Susan," she said, shaking a fork at him.
He raised his head to face his mother.
"Yes, rna."
The kitchen was a large, nearly bare room with scrubbed floors
and livid walls naked of pictures and clean of ornaments.
A dull, old
rifle hung on pegs over the arch opening into the parlor and a flyspecked calendar had been nailed to the wall beside the door.
A
granite rock, that had qualities of an aging human face, held back a
pile of damp green logs, by a copper wash-tub, from spilling across
the floor. Pushed to the wall, a cast-iron stove sent off waves of
heat and odors of burning pine-tar.
An oil lamp glowed brightly 011
the warped surface of a vast round table that stood in the very center
of the room. Other than the four or five straight chairs, the curtains on the windows and a sagging cot by the c1oor, there was nothing in the r00111to make the Tanner family comfortable.
Mrs. Tanner continued with her supper-preparation,
but half
seemed to dread spooning out the steaming foods into the bowls on
the wall-shelf beside her.
"There's always somethin' to get clone on a farm," she muttered,
lighting a lamp on the stove-mantel, "and there ain't never enough
hands to help."
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She lifted the cover from a kettle and jerked back as a flood of
clouding steam. shot out at her.
Mrs. Tanner was short, bony and colorless.
Her hair was the
color of spring mud, though heavily brushed through with grey, and
lay at the nape of her slender neck in a fat wad. Loose strands of
hair drooped across ber right ear, and an ash-smudge darkened her
cheek. Her face was long, slim and lined with deep crevices about
the mouth. Though hardly forty, she appeared fifty, for her brown
eyes were old and her hollow cheeks were as pale as washed stones.
She seemed more the poverty-stricken
spinster than a mother.
She forked the boiling cabbage, holding back fr0111 the raging
steam and, satisfied that the vegetable was not yet tender, placed
the lid back upon the iron pot.
.
"Go wash your hands, Frank!" she said angrily.
Rising from the floor, nearly frightened by her cold voice, he
went to wash. He scraped his shoes along the planks, as he walked
to the sink, and he wondered why his mother would always grow
angry as supper time approached.
In the mornings, she always kissed
him, held him on her lap, combed his hair with her fingers, and she
would tell him stories of her girlhood in his grandmother's
kitchen.
But at dusk she was different.
She told no stories, gave him 110 frosting pans to clean out with a spoon, and he -noticed how nervous she
became, how sti ff her words were and how she constantly tormented
him with do's and don't's.
Now as he washed his bands in the icy
pump-water, he half loved his mother and wanted to obey her, yet
half feared her and had a desire to rush out into the blizzard blowing
down frOI11the black hills.
"I suppose that sister of your's stopped at Aunt May's for a cup
a tea. Spends half her time there . . . like she didn't have a home,"
she mumbled, stirring the frying potatoes in the large skillet.
Frank at seven was slight and frail but had a fine crop of black
curls and dark lustrous eyes that were as winning as his smile. Like
his mother, his tenuous lips were pale, and his sallow face seemed
pinched but was as smooth as a spring flower. His black eye-brows
emphasized the whiteness of his skin and the yellow pallor about his
eyes proved his delicate health.
"Wish she'd hurry up and get home," Mrs. Tanner continued to
grumble.
"She's got things to do."
His hands washed, the boy sauntered to the window and stared
out at the lowering December sky in hopes of a glimpse of his sister.
Off in the distance, he noticecl the snow dimly falling on his father's
sagging barn. He saw how it gathered 011the roof and threatened to
tumble off the eaves, and be giggled at the thought of standing in the
forefront of the downfall.
Jingling a penny and some nails in his
pants' pocket, he strolled back to the hot stove. He squatted on the
floor, Indian fashion, and could feel the singeing waves of heat run
along the length of his bare arm.
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"Get up, Frank," his mother commanded.
"It's cold as ice on the
floor! Here you've been out of a sick bed just two days an' you're
moppin' the floors. . . . You want to land back in bed ?"
He frowned, but rose, hearing the logs crackle and sputter with
a spitting hiss inside the stove's iron belly. Bored, he strolled about
the room looking for something to play with, to kill the time until his
sister would come home.
Crunching footsteps hurried through the snow. He raced to the
window. His face was radiant with excitement.
His mouth was a
broad smile. He saw Susan wave good-bye to a clark figure that
stood near his father's tool shed, and he watched her trudge to the
door through the deep drifts.
"Here's Susan," he called happily.
"She's home, ma," he said.
dancing and clapping his small hands.
The door burst open. A girl dressed in a heavy leather mackinaw
stepped quickly into the r00111with a flurry of snow and gust of wind
behind her. She pushed the door shut, blocking the blizzard's entrance, and sprang about with a deep grin on her lips.
"Hi! Mama. Gosh it's snowing awful."
Her dark and smooth plump cheeks, her full lips were stained
purple from the biting air. Her black curls fell loose about her
shoulders in thick plaits.
She was breathless.
Her young bOS0111
throbbed from the hike across the fields, and her firm small nostrils
seemed to quiver now that she was in the warm room. She stamped
her feet on the floor and shook the snow from her clothes.
"Hi! Frank. Gosh you look happy for a sick boy."
She stooped, hugged her excited brother and crossed the room to
embrace Mrs, Tanner.
"You'll get me all wet," her mother said sharply, drawing back
from the girl.
"It's wonderful, Mama. Golly I love winter."
Handing her strapped books to Frank, Susan jerked off her
woolen mittens and, chattering gayly, she unbuttoned
the leather
mackinaw.
"Frank, you should see the snowman the kids at school built."
She gestured with her hands to show its size.
c, He's
big and fat like Pa, but he's got the biggest and blackest
coal-eyes I ever saw," she laughed.
"The kids stuck Miss Aswell's
old straw on his head and put a paper tulip in his hand. He looks so
funny standing there with that flower with all the snow falling down
on him. You'd die laughing if you could see him, Franky."
The boy crowded around her, eager to hear more of the wonderful
snowman.
Wrenching her slender arms from the coat's sleeves, she draped
the burly coat on a chair-back and smoothed out her checkered skirt.
"Mama, Miss Aswell said that Frank should come back Monday
if the weather's good. She said he's missed an awful lot of school-
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work."
Pursing her lips, Mrs. Tanner scowled.
" 'Less he stays offin' that floor, he ain't gain' no place but the
grave."

Susan giggled and sailed across the room to Frank.
Maybe we can read
"I brought a picture book for you, Frank!
it before supper."
"Thank your sister, boy," Mrs. Tanner said.
He smiled gratefully, his black eyes flashing, and pulled out a
chair from the table for Susan.
"It's the birth of the Baby Jesus," Susan said, shoving the small
book into her brother's hands.
"Hide it," Mrs. Tanner commanded.
"Don't let your father see
it," she said quietly, stealing a glance at the door. "You well know
he don't like that here. Don't we all have to say our prayers when
he's gone to the barn? Now hide it."
"But, Mama, I ... "
"You're late, Miss! Where you been?" she asked sharply, watching a bewildered expression flood across Susan's full face.
"I had to stay.
\lVe were putting up the decorations for the
dance. . . . Mama, Pa won't stop me, will he? I can go, can't I,
Marna ?"
She timidly glided to her mother, her tremulous face flushed.
"This is my first, and I've just got to go."
Her mother studied her for a moment.
"He won't think you're old enough," Mrs. Tanner finally replied.
"I am, Ma. I'm fifteen! Margy Marker went last year and she
was only thirteen.
Besides," she said, her face glowing with pride
and pleasure, "besides, Lafe Vallen said he'd take me if Pa said I
could."
Mrs. Tanner turned to the stove, evading her daughter's breathless question, and stooped to peek in the oven at her roast.
She
forked the beef and watched the brown juice gush from the sizzling
meat. The rich smell filled her nostrils.
"Ask him," she drawled at last, seeming not to care whether the
girl was given permission or not. "He might. He mightn't.
'Pends
on how he's feelin'."
The roast cooking to her satisfaction, she straightened and tried
to smile for the anxious girl.
"Marna, why's Pa so funny when it comes to going to parties and
things? He won't even let us go to Mass. Why not, Ma?"
1\1[rs.Tanner started to speak but hesitated and glanced about the
r00111.

Frank, busy at the table thumbing through his sister's books,
watched Susan as she took a seat opposite him and unfastened the
blue buckles of her galoshes.
"Why not, Ma?" she repeated her question.

/

20

:MANUSCRIPTS

Their mother stood at the stove, forking the browning potatoes in
the skillet. She was silent for what seemed to Susan hours.
She
made no effort to answer the question but slowly circled about and,
once facing the children, tl:ied to appear cairn and cheerful.
But she
nervously attempted to rene the bow at the back of her apron.
"I don't know what to tell you, child," she whispered awkwardly.
Hesitating to continue, she went to rinse her hands beneath the
pump at the iron sink.
.
"Your father's not just an ord' nary man," she drawled, dry!l1g
her fingers on the apron hem. "He ain't insane or nothiu' like that,"
she nodded her head. "He's just strange an' hard to count on, that's
all."
The children stared at her face.
"You know yourself he can be as gentle as a flower or wild as a
bull. . . . He's odd !"
She dropped her glance for a moment and peered down at a crack
in the floor.
"You children have got to learn to understand your Pa."
She swayed slightly, as though dancing, with her arms folded
across her breast. "You must try to understand him. Lorcl knows
I've been tryin', an' it ain't the easiest thing in the world to do."
Frank stirred in his chair.
"Pa don't like us," he asserted, glancing up from his books.
"He likes us well enough, boy. He's just not affectionate like
some men, that's all. He ain't mean just to be mean, I don't suppose.
He tries to be nice ....
Why, didn't he take us all to the fair last fall ?"
Susan frowned.
"Yes, but, Mama, he wouldn't let us go on any of the rides or play
the games. We couldn't cia nothing but stay where the cows were.
And he . . ."
"He don't believe in spendiri' on plain foolishness what come frorn
the bendiri' of his back."
For a quick moment she was angry with the girl, then her tense
face softened.
"He works hard for what he gets. The Lord knows it ain't much.
None comes easy, you know. He can't milk a cowan' 'spect a bucket
of silver."
.
She droned on, clenching her fists and working her apron hem.
"He works hard with his hands ...
plowin' an' hayiu' ...
up
early at all hours, rain or shine, while you're off in a warm school or
in a soft bed. There's 110 rest when you're fightin' the earth, child.
No rest and not much fun. You're gonna finci that out when you
children get children of your own to feed and got stock to tend. And
a million other things to do when you're fannin' it. You'll see."
She jerked her head up and clown, speaking, pushing her lips hard
to emphasize her meaning.
"You'll get woke up from your dream one of these fine days. An'
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you'll sit up and take a look."
Susan, ashamed, dropped her head. She dared not to look to her
mother's strained face. .
"I never went to school past the fifth grade," her mother dawdled
on. "Not past the fifth grade," she repeated.
"Because my folks
was poor an' needed the money I could bring in. I was littlern you
when I went out to work.
An' Sam wasn't much biggem Frank
there," she said, throwing a glance to the boy.
"He weren't a mite older. I scrubbed floors, on my hands an'
knees, an' emptied somebody else's bedpots before I was twelve."
Frank closed the book and rested his cheek on the cool table, his
eyes staring at his mother.
Susan could feel a tear burning into her cheek, could feel it rush
down to her lips. She swallowed, tasting the brine on her tongue, and
pawed the floor with her foot.
"I ain't tryin' to make excuses for my meanness, nor for your
Pa's, cause he ain't none too pleasant to me either. But I say you got
to try to understand.
We all got to try."
The children sat quietly at the table watching their mother and
saw the sorrow on her wrinkling face. She seemed haggard, and her
eyes were clouded and swollen with tears.
It was elifficult for Susan to imagine her mother being young,
handsome, gracious, laughing with a beau at her side and a picnic
~)as~(et between them. The girl had never heard her mother laugh
j uhilantly, only in subdued coughs.
She had never seen her mother
excited or in extreme pain. If her mother had desires or moments
of despair, then Susan had not known them, nor had wished to know
them. Now, as she saw her mother for the first time in her true
form, aging and exhausted, she realized that she had never really
cared whether or not the woman had feelings of any kind. She felt
as if she had been struck across the face with a whip.
"Marna," she gasped, clutching the chair-knobs tightly in her fists.
Susan could see no laughteI- in either of her parents.
She disc?vered no great yearning for life, no love or flare for gaiety, nor
time for pleasure and happiness . . . only cold faces and work, perpetual, endless work. Rising from the chair, she rushecl across the
room. She threw her arms about the woman's waist; she buried her
head in her mother's shrunken bosom, and cried.
"Marna, Marna," she cried. "0 Marna. Haven't you ever been
happy? Has it always and always been like this? Haven't you ever
Jaul?hecl and danced, 01- cried real hard, or wanted to hug somebody
unti] you just crushed them to death with love? I'm such a ninny.
I'm really crazy sometimes, Mama.
I'm always wanting so much
fr0111 you and Pa, and I've never stopped once to see if you were
happy. And the worst is, you haven't been."
The girl kissed her mother's cheek.
" 'Tain't necessary for me," she answered. embarrassed.
"I don't

/

22

MANUSCRIPTS

mind if you and Frank are fine an' happy. That's what we work for."
Susan smiled and wiped a tear off her cheek.
"I don't like to see my two children do without and be miserable."
She paused. Only the ticking of the parlor clock and the roar
of the wild wind outside could be heard in the warm kitchen.
Bewildered, Frank peered up fr0111 the table at his mother and
sister. He saw them crying.
"I can't cry. I can't laugh. I cried too much before an' there
ain't much to laugh about now. There's too much dyin' an' su fferin'
all over."
She cupped Susan's pale face in the palms of her knotty hands.
The girl smiled tenderly at her mother.
Their eyes met.
Something passed between them, somethingwarm and fine, something that neither of them could name, but that
something bound them together for the first time and the mother
embraced the daughter, passing her hand over the girl's silken brow.
"0 child, you don't know," JVIrs. Tanner drawled, her words coming slow and hard. "You don't know. You're so young an' Iull of
your grand ideas an' wantin' your good times.
Course yO\1 never
stopped to think about us. You're so young."
She pressed the girl once more to her breast, and both were silent.
Frank looked on quietly, daring not to speak, bewildered by the
words and actions of his mother and sister. He feared his breathing
would break the peace. Hearing the logs crackling in the stove and
the incessant tickings of the clock, he shifted in his chair, held his
breath, and, praying to the Baby Jesus, hoped they would end their
argument.
Then the mother released the girl. She shoved her off with a
half laugh.
"Here I'm standin' fussiri' around when I oughtta be gettin' your
Pa's supper. He'll likely be mad when he struts through that door.
He don't like these storms none too well."
"Pa don't like us," Frank blurted out, dreading his father's arrival
from the barn.
"Nonsense, boy," Mrs, Tanner replied.
As Tess turned to her work at the stove, Susan prowled blindly
about the kitchen. She stooped to recover a mitten that had fallen
to t.he floor, straightened a chair to the table and, stopping her wandenngs, pushed back the window curtains to see the falling of the
~now. ,She stood still, feeling a jet of wind gush through an opening
III the SIll. She shuddered.
A finger slowly reached out and touched
the silvery frost that covered the glass pane. She did not feel the
sting of the white froth.
.
Her thoughts were far from the winter scene before her and the
kitchen with its hot stove and kerosene lamps burning brightly.
Her
thoughts were far away from the brother who sat at the table thumbing through the book of Christ's birth. She had for a time even for-
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gotten the all-important school dance, and her fervent desire to attend.
She did 110t feel the frost on the pane as its bitter cold sting shot
through her fingertips.
It was Spring in her thoughts.
The grass was green and the hills
were ablaze with flowers and spotted with grazing cows. Of f in the
distance, she could see the Adirondacks rising to meet the sky. The
sky was blue and the bills were a worn-brown.
She saw birds wing
off through the blue over the hills. A honey bee buzzed at her feet
on the silken petals of a full bloomed dandelion, and a flock of white
butterflies darted past. She saw them swoop clown and flutter onto
a small group of bluebells. They hung to the flowers deathly still as
though they were part of the blossoms.
She wandered aimlessly through the tall grass and soon came
upon a patch of wild strawberries.
She slowly sat down, spreading
her skirt about her, plucked a fat red berry with her fingers and
placed the berry in her mouth. The fruit was sweet-sour, tangy. She
swallowed it soon, and remained on the grass, her black hair blowing
in the lulling breeze, her young face bathed by the warm rays of the
sun.
It was Spring.
Things were alive and moving. Ants and bees
were working, a bird sang on the branch of a bending pine, and
flowers were curtsying like lovely young princesses.
Everywhere
was sunshine and sweet clean smells and rich vivid colors . . . blues
of the sky, greens of the grass, and purples and yellows of the wild
flowers. F[ere on the top of the hill she felt the world was hers and
all the riches of the world belonged to her. She was young and free
and filled with fresh loves and desires, no harm could come to her,
no hand could strike her down, no pain could wrinkle up her brow.
Though it was spring and a quiet breeze swept over the hills, the
sun was hot, blazing, orange. The sun was hot, and her feet yearned
to dance, and she jumped up from the grass and raced across the
hills with the tender wind. Her hair spraying out behind her, she ran
and ran until her breath came short. She stopped and found herself
standing on the crest of the hill overlooking a fertile valley. Down
below were horses plowing across the field, turning up dark brown
loam, sweating uncler a hot sun. She saw her father holding the
horses' reins in his huge hands.
His grey shirt flapped like wings
in the breeze. She saw a woman trudging through the deep furrows
behind her father. Her mother, with a pail of water on her arm and
a wide-brirnmecl bonnet shading her eyes from the cruel sun, slowly
followed the plow. She knew her mother's arms ached from the
strain, and that her father's back was shot through with quick spurts
of pain, and that the same flaring rays of sun that lay on her back
were falling onto her parents' bodies.
It was late Spring.
She descended the sloping hill. She took the
same steps as her parents and floundered across the open furrows.
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Something within her cried out, something was beating against
her skull and pricking the tissues of her brain.
Something needled
her fingertips.' The sun was scorching and th~ vast fi~lds were endless and the broken ground was rough and tried to trip her.
For minutes she was lost ill a nightmare, fighting for something
solid to stand on while her body seemed to be whirling through hot
atr. She fought for something to grasp in her moistened hands.
"Please, Susan, please."
Someone was tugging on her arm, pulling her down, shouting at
her. She could not see, for the glaring sun hael blindecl her vision
anel now blots of multi-colored light swirled before her.
"Read, Susan. Read me a story."
Frank was drawing her back from the dream.
"Read about the bird that flew over the city for the blind prince."
She was dizzy. She looked down at him with dazed eyes.
"A story?"
Her finger had stayed on the glass pane. Pulling her hand away
from the window, she noticed how the stinging frost had settled on
her fingertip.
Her finger pricked as if a hundred needles had been
pushed into the skin. The pain sprang through her blood.
"A story?
You always want me to read a story.
I don't feel
like reading. I don't feel like reading at all."
His eyes were pleading.
"Please, Susan."
She looked down into his eyes, his deep black eyes. She couldn't,
mustn't refuse him. She couldn't.
Every night she read, and he
loved to hear the tales of the kings and queens, their gigantic palaces
and vast gardens, and tales of the naughty elves and wicked giants.
She knew he loved them all as if they were breathing people.
"Read him a short one, Susan," her mother called from the stove.
:But Susan, who had always thrilled to the stories equally as much
as her young brother, could not open a book, could not read, for she
knew then they were not real people and that they were something
only to make little children happy and to tell them, explain to them,
about the strange places in the world. The charm and loveliness of
the stories had vanished for her, and it was as though something had
lifted her bodily from childhood and placed her upon the brink of life
and reality. To Susan the sleeping beauties and prince charrnings
were far away in their castles, hidden behind groves of bushes and
tall trees. They ceased to live and walk the world, and in their places
a new group of people walked, people with tired and unhappy faces.
"Set the table now, Susan!
Your Pa oughtta be in here any
minute now for his supper. An' remember to take the garbage out
to the hens when we're through eating," her mother said.
She obeyed, wandered hypnotically about the room. She dropped
a cup, placed knives at the wrong side of the plates, spilled milk over
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the rim of a glass and, avoiding
evaded Frank's wounded glance.

her mother's

skeptical

glare, she

Someday she would tell him about her dream, she thought, and he
would unclerstand.
He would not be hurt or angry. But she hoped
he would grow up by himself and she woulcl not have to tell him of
all the pain and sorrow in the world that she had discovered in her
dream.

THE DEATH MASK OF JOHN KEATS
Robert Petty

Who could view them long, the sullen eyes,
Their falcon brightness

gone? The brief strain

Of mortal rage the clay could not disguise.
The mouth so tightly sealed by life's last pain.
Wet clay pressed

to dead clay,

What else is there to say,
But that a shell may house the ocean's roar,
A falcon's skull reflect a greater height
Of sun and rushing air, and yet no more
Shall either know it in its ancient flight.
From Cains Cestius hill,
Wings open still,
To cross the written waters of the night.

*
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The Abnormal Boy

"JIMMY

Theodore

Sarantos

can't talk. The eat's got his tongue.
Young, young,
young."
The small group of second graders had joined hands and
were dancing in a circle around Jimmy.
FIe continued walking toward the schoolhouse, which was two blocks away. His eyes stared
at the ground, pretending to see the way.
The second graders repeated their chorus. They didn't know how
near they were to the truth. Jimmy didn't have a tongue.
In fact,
his throat didn't contain any of the organs of speech.
"Jim111Ycan't hear. Jimmy is deaf. Hef, hef, hef."
That was true.
But Jimmy could read lips excellently.
His
tutor had been surprised at the speed he had picked up the art. He
continued to look .at the ground, to keep from looking at the lips of
his classmates. But he knew what they were saying. He had memorized their jingles long ago.
He wished they would stop jumping about him. Usually, nothing
they did bothered him too much. But that day was different.
He
had that weird headache, the one that pounded at his head and burt
him all through his tiny body. The night before, when he had begun
to look at the stars from his bedroom window, he had known he
would have the headache the next day. It had been a clear night,
and although he dreaded the headache, he was compelled to look at
the stars. Ever since he could remember he had desired to look at
the stars, on clear nights, when he could see deep into space.
"Jimmy don't know where he comes fr0111. He was found on the
ground. Lound, lound, lound."
A farmer had found Jimrny in a field. That happened on the
same night that thing, whatever it was, had plowed into Mt. Peters.
and exploded and exploded until there wasn't anything left of it to
tell what it had been. jimmy had been found at the bottom of the
mountain, but no one thought to connect the two incidents.
After
all, no one could have lived through that crash. No human could have.
Under an old law of that country, the fanner was allowed to keep
Jimmy.
The farmer wasn't rich, but by the time Jimmy was six
years o.lel, the farmer. had saved enough money to hire a tutor .to
teach] Il11l11yto read lips, and to write and read as other people did.
Jimmy spent his first school year alone with his tutor, but she was so
well satisfied with his progress that she recommended that he go to
the public school, starting at the second grade.
Perhaps if Jimmy had started to school at the same time his
classmates did, they wouldn't have picked on him as they did. As it
was, his classmates had grown used to each other during their first
year of school, and when Jimmy joined them, they had something
new to play and experiment with. His defects affected them the

j\lIANUSCRIPTS

27

same way they would have affected most small children. They made
fun of them.
They would have stopped it soon enough, if Jimmy had completely
ignored them, but they discovered they could annoy him every once
in a while: the days he had the headaches.
Consequently, they
teased him every day, hoping that would be the day.
Jimmy didn't know why he got the headaches, or why he allowed
himself to be annoyed by his classmates on those clays. Most of the
time he was immune to their torments, and simply went around in his
silent world, but after looking at the stars, he seemed to be sensitive
to every thing that occurred in his life.
"Jimmy's a weakling.
Jimmy's a punk. Dunk, dunk, dunk."
No one actually knew if that statement was true or not. His foster father never asked him to do any heavy work, and his classmates
never asked him to play with them.
Even the teacher, when she
supervised the games, never permitted him to participate in the
strenuous games. That was understandable.
Jimmy was only two
feet tall, and his pitifully thin body made him appear even smaller.
He was barely human looking.
"Jimmy's a lumphead.
Jim111Y'san egg head. Med, med, mee1."
His head was egg-shaped.
And much too large for his body. His
tiny eyes and nose and mouth were set in the small, lower front part
of his face. As his head went back, it grew larger and larger and
larger.
A very thick mass of hair covered his head, but his foster
father never cut the hair short.
He had talc! Jimmy there was no
need to cut it short and show people that he didn't have any ears.
"Jimmy's a brain. Jimmy's teacher's pet. Het, het, het."
Jimmy did get stmight "A's" without trying, but not because the
teacher gave him extra help. The work just seemed easy to him.
The children stopped jumping, and Jimmy glanced at him. They
were pointing at someone, and talking excitedly to each other. Jimmy
looked at the person, and he gasped in fear.
Bull! Bull the Bully! Bull, who had failed three grades and was
now in the eighth grade instead of the eleventh. Bull, who continually
got into fights, sometimes even with boys larger than be, although
he himself was six feet tall and weighed one hundred ninety pounds.
Bull, who could torment Jimmy even on the days when he didn't
have a headache.
Bull walked through the group of second graders and stopped
when he reached Jimmy. The second gt'aders giggled and whispered
to each other.
Bull grabbed Jimmy by the throat, his large hand
completely encircling it.
Bull spoke. "Well, Jimmy, aren't you going to say hello to me?"
He reached out and pinched Jimmy's nose. Jimmy opened his mouth
in pain, but no sounds were emitted. The ache in Jimmy's head and
body pounded harder, and sharper.
Bull reached into his pocket and pulled out a match.
"Do you
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know what this is?" Bull smiled.
Jimmy knew what it was. Many times before, Bull had lit ~me
inches from Jimmy's face. Sometimes Bull pushed the flame aga1l1st
Jimmy's skin; sometimes he was content to let go of Jimmy and stand
and laugh as Jimmy dashed away from Bull towards safety.
N ow Bull lit the match with his thumbnail.
The pain throbbed
harder and harder and deeper and deeper within Jimmy. Bull movecl
the burning match closer to Jimmy's face. He bent his fat face down
before Jimmy's, so that the match was directly between the two faces.
The match moved closer. Then it touched Jimmy's nose. He
jerked in pain, but he couldn't free himself from Bull's grasp. Bull
laughed. Then he pushed the match harder against jimmy's skin.
Jimmy wanted to know why Bull did these things to him. He
wanted to know why Bull liked to make the pain hurt more and l11~)fe.
He couldn't stand it any longer. I-Ie clutched his tiny fingers agaInst
his small palm. He couldn't see the flame any more, or the figures
of his classmates. He could only see Bull's face.
Jimmy swung his fist into that face. The second grader.s barely
saw the movement, it was so swift.
But they heard the slckemng
crunch of smashed and broken bones. Bull crumpled to the ground
without a sound. He didn't move; or breathe.
.
.
Jimmy looked at Bull for a long time: then slowly he rubbed his
hand. It didn't hurt at all. Then he walked to the school. After
that, no one bothered him anyrnore.

*

*

Words of Truth
Ronnie Grey

T

the Crusade for Freedom several million ordinary
j\n~ericans are ':I'aging tl:leir OWI.l cold war across the border that
divides the Soviet satellite empire from free Europe.
Are you
one of these freedom-loving persons?
The results are distinct and impressive.
The Crusaders have
been able to disclose Red secret agents, to embolden a quarter-million
Hungarian farmers to quit their collectives and demand rights as fl~ee
farmers, to give a powerful assist to the collapse of the Polish Ministry of Security Police. The Crusade, sponsored by the American
Heritage Foundation, was organized in support of a simple theorythat the truth can defeat a lie wherever the two can be pitted in fair
combat. On the strength of this theory-and
of the dollars supplied
by individual Americans who have faith in it-one
of the most eccentric and effective communications systems of all history has been
built and put into operation.
The foundation's operational arm, the Free Europe Committee,
has encircled the satellite empire with five radio stations-the
Radio
HROUGH
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Free Europe network.
Through twenty-nine powerful transmitters
these stations beam the words 0 I truth to the people of Czechoslovakia, Romania, Poland, Hungary, and Bulgaria.
These words of truth shoot across the borders in a steady barrage-truth
gathered by a fully developed intelligence network, and
fr0111 thousands of eager refugees; truth voiced by exiled Poles to
captive Poles, Czechs to Czechs, Hungarians to Hungarians;
truth
hurled specifically and tellingly against the lies spread by the Communist propaganda organs.
Into the satellite countries the committee also showers truth in
leaflets carried by ingenious balloons, timed to drop their freight
over the heavily populated districts.
It also conducts, among its
other activities, the Free Europe University in Exile for refugee
studen ts.
C0111l11uni",tgovernments have lodged vehement protests against
Radio Free Europe and the Free Europe Press-misspent
protests,
since the Crusade is strictly a private enterprise (a fact difficult for
the Reds to understand).
Radio Free Europe has been subjected to the 1110stvigorous and
persistent jamming operations-sabotage
efforts which have been
surmounted by "saturation"
broadcasts in which identical messages
are transmitted simultaneously over all twenty-nine transmitters.
Reel fighter planes have scramblecl up to engage the leafletbearing balloons, and a secret Red agent has confessed a plot to demolish a balloon launching station.
No better testimonials could be
proffered to the unfaltering success of the Crusade for Freedom.
This Crusade intends to stir no massive uprising in the teeth of
the Communist military; it intends to cement the wil1 of the captive
millions to fight their captors in the only effective way now open to
them-by
quiet, passive resistance, and by clinging to the faith that
so long as freedom survives anywhere on earth and is cherished in
their own hearts and memories, there persists the chance that they
will one day recover it.
The Crusade for Freedom carries its indispensable
message
directly from one freedom-loving people to another, unhampered by
diplomatic restraints and governmental fetters.
To push on to the
f ulf illment of its mission, the Crusade needs the financial support of
many more millions of Americans.

Meet Mike
Kathy Winnefeld
door slams; the house vibrates; muddy boots tramp their
soggy way across kitchen linoleum ; Comanche calls blast the
plaster frOI11an undecided crack in the ceiling, and a burred head
accompanied by a hand plunges open the bedroom door.
My Pen

T
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and I meet Mike, a seven year old streamlined, jet-propelled, adolescent Simon Legree with a heart as big as Trigger's feed bag. The
pride of the family, the "chid" of the neighborhood, the Casanova
of the kiddy set, the death of his suffering sister is home. Livingston
takes no preference in our social circle for his hair-raising escapades
in adventure; his pint-sized successor chalks up high scores for shooting the "proper" out of "propriety."
So, with a fresh supply of
ink, we study the depths of the blue-eyed, bow-mouthed, pug-nosed,
devilish little angel staring at us now.
At the first yelp of Mike's new life, it was evident that the family
tree had at last produced a twig worthy of the name. From the very
beginning, he charmed the nurses, bewitched his infant associates,
screamed at the doctors with cold fingers, and bit his mother.
As
the long months passed, he gained in appeal for the ladies and refined
his habits-he
now bit me. When growing legs pushed trouser cuffs
up around his upper ankles, the angelic little mischief-maker
found
people more wary of his seemingly friendly demonstrations.
H~s
whole philosophy toward life changeel the day his loving sister bit
him back. From the diapers, to pants, to short trousers, to long
trousers, the road was bumpy and the lesson of learning a difficult
one. While Pen and I recorded the better moments, Life, with gentle
paternal proddings, developed the sheik 0 f the nursery into the protector of the faith, Roy Rogers style.
The painful process of learning is not always conducive to peaceful family Iife. Bursts of newly-developed temper and independence
often caused red hands and redder suitably situated anatomical areas.
The conflict of "Me, Myself, and I" as opposed to "'Ne, Ourselv~s,
and Us" was exceedingly hard to solve; it often terminated WIth
soggy handkerchiefs all the way around the family circle. To Mikie,
the struggling beginner in the business of life, the drive for conformity was directly opposed to his innate desire for independence.
Vegetables, spoons, cups, bibs, and shoes were inevitably hurled at
some unsuspecting member of the family at dinnertime.
Patient
little Fido was teased unmercifully, the house was in a perpetual
state of chaos, and the milkman threatened to erect a sign in his
memoriam, "Friends,
Beware of Child."
Although Nature and
Daddy tried their best, little Mikie still remains the typical oil-wick
and garret type with absolutely no susceptibility to suggestion.
Abounding with energy and uncontrolled gaiety, the sweet little
tyrant brings the white whiskers and shining eyes of Santa into
Christmas, the bunny ancl colored eggs into Easter, the paper hats
and glowing candles into Birthday, ancl the gay snowman into the
first snowfall. He can hit you with a slingshot one minute and kiss
the bruise "to make it well" the next. He would give every last toy
away if his watchful family did not intercede.
He dreams of starting a farm someday for delinquent birds and homeless cats. No dog
is too big to be hugged; no animal too small to be noticed. They are

l\![XNUSCR[PTS

31

all his friends regardless of size, shape, color, or smell. FIe is the
first to protest an injustice and the last to tell on a friend. He rnailltaius the ears, eyes, and heart of the family.
The lanky fellow, as he is today, with his popcorn teeth, dimpled
smile, cocked cowboy hat, and "itchy trigger f inoer" is the model of
the twentieth century Boy" Alternately shy, ~wkward, bold and
dexterous, he defies the expoundings of Pen and Me. By the mischievous grin on his jelly-stained face, we can tell that something,
spelling our doom, is in the air. 'vVe may need reinforcementsMeet Mike.
~i:

Are Moral Values Necessary?
Charles

W

Nakarai

savage man roamed the earth in its youth, his morals
were also in an infant state. 'vVith no background of thousands of years of trial and error, man could not study the
records of earlier ancestors.
He was not able to discern from the
works of forerunners how he might better the society in which he
lived. Savage man was a willing contender if he met any opposition.
'vVhen the savage desired something of his neighbor's, he captured
it by force, whether it were a stone ax, food, or a wife. Yet despite
conduct which may appear unseemly to the man of today, even the
savage learned to recognize and to worship a Supreme Being.
In this day of atomic weapons, an increasingly important field is
that of diplomacy in which every effort for balancing power and
for retaining peace is dependent on morals, a sense 0 f right. When
one diplomat meets another, both must reach an agreement through
an understanding
of what is just. In diplomacy, moral obligations
include liberty, respect, and honesty.
Each negotiator must be free
to believe in his cause and to discuss it without any apprehension.
Each must honestly present his views and must endeavor to make
veracity his most influential argument.
If these three moral conditions were upheld, diplomacy would result in a much bette]" understanding of the problems of all.
In business the same three moral obligations also apply: liberty,
respect, and honesty.
The businessman is guaranteed the liberty to
advertise as he wishes as long as he is not disrespectful or dishonest"
No advertiser has the moral right to mislead the public with false
praise and promises.
Practice of dishonesty causes lack of respect by
the public, which may in turn cause disrespect of the public by the
producer.
Business contracts are becoming increasingly more complex because of the distrust of individuals.
As one individual becomes more suspicious of another, the future of trust, the culmination of liberty, respect, and honesty, becomes weaker and weaker.
HEN
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At this point the author recalls the proud possession of a "genuine"
Stradivarius violin, purchased for seven and a half dollars, containing a label dated forty-three years after the death of the famous
violin maker! However, some virtue has been shown by modern man
in his general concern for the weI fare of the individual.
Laws for
the protection of the ax, food, and wife of modern man have aided
in the bettering of civilization.
These laws pertaining to the moral
obligations will not soon be suppressed, because modern man has
learned by experience that they are desirable for the advancement
of civilization.

*

Just as Good
Frederick W. Robinson

TW,:s a 100~g,steep c!irnb, but I;e hac! set his m!ncl to it. Nev~r
let It be said that Private Travis Blande couldn t do what other S
had already clone. He was just as good as any man.
. After reaching the top of the hill and reporting to the commandlllg officer, he was sent along the ridge line to the Second Platoon.
He had heard some "war stories" f rom some combat veterans in the
rear area, and he thought to himself, "I'll show these guys that they
aren't any better than I a111. Those Chinks can't be as mean as they
say."
When be reached the Second Platoon area, he was greeted by
Sergeant Jones. "Hi, soldier.
Are you the replacement for Corporal Anderson ?"
. "That's what they tell me, Sarge," he said. "I'm Private Blande."
''I'm Sergeant Jones," he replied, "and that is how yOll will address me from now 011. You can fincl Corporal Anderson on the
other side of the ridge in the machine-gun bunker.
Sencl him back
up here when you find him."
"Okay, Sarge," Blande said as he turned to walk away.
"Corne back here, soldier," Sergeant Jones shouted.
"Don't you
realize that I mean what I say? 1'111 putting you on listening post
tonight!"
Now go find Anderson."
Blande knew that the listening post was between the enemy and
the main body of the platoon, ancl spending the night there was one
of the more hated duties of a "clog soldier."
When Blande found Anderson, he sent him to see Sergeant Jones.
He introduced himself to PFC Williams and the other three men in
the bunker and then started to fix up his bunk.
As he worked,
Williams told him all about the life on the hill. He even explained
that they hadn't seen a Chink in almost two weeks, but that they
should always be on the lookout for them. They could never tell
when the Chinamen might show up.

I
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When Anderson returned, he told Blande to report that night to
the listening post with Williams.
About eight o'clock Blande andvVilliams
went out to the listening post, which was nothing more than a "fox hole," and prepared to
spend the night. Williams explained that one of them would sleep
for two hours while the other listened for the enemy, and thus they
would change back and forth until daylight.
If they heard the Chinese, it was their job to warn the rest of the platoon. Williams, being a combat veteran, decided that he should pull the first shift, and
in that way, he would also get the last shift. The sun would come
up about six o'clock, and by taking the first, middle, and last shift
he would be giving Blande two extra hours of sleep.
At two o'clock Williams woke Blancle. "Roll out. It's your
turn again."
"Okay, hold your horses."
He fought his way out of the sleeping bag and got up. "A guy never gets a chance to sleep. I sure
would like to see Sergeant Jones out here-he
isn't any better than
I am."
"Don't be complaining about Sergeant Jones," Williams answered
as he crawled into the sleeping bag. "He has had his turn at this
duty."
He rolled over and fell asleep.
Then Blande thought to himself, "Sergeant Jones just stuck me
out here for spite. I'm just as good as he is; I'll show him. He
wants me to miss a good night's sleep. There haven't been anv
Chinks around here for two weeks; I believe I'll snooze for a fev~
minutes, and no one will ever know the difference."
When Blande awoke, there was a small 111<111 with slantecl eyes
standing above him.
Blanck was right. He is just as good as Sergeant Jones and the
rest 0 f them. In fact, he is just as dead.

*

Wanted:

A Course

*
In

Human Relations

Mildred L. Walters

T

fundamental purpose of our high schools is, or should be, to
prepare students for solving the problems that they will face in
life. Of paramount importance in our civilization is the practical
problem of earning a living, and one's progress is dependent not only
upon knowledge and experience in a chosen field but also upon
ability to get along with people. This latter problem has not been
given sufficient recognition by many of our secondary schools. Because their curricula have been tailored to train boys and girls for a
specific occupation or to prepare them for college entrance, very little
attention has been given to teaching the art of making friends and
getting along with people.
HE
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During the past twenty years, many important business leaders
have recognized the need for more training in this direction.
The
late Charles M. Schwab, one of only two men who ever received a
salary of a million dollars a year, said that he was willing to pay
more for the ability to get along with people than for any other
service.
I-Ie considered that his ability to inspire men to better
things was much more important than his knowledge of business
management or the manufacture of steel, because he could hire men
who were experts in every phase of the work in his vast industrial
empire.
For the
proximately
training its
work. Four
this course.

last six years, General Motors Corporation has held apone hundred classes a year, solely for the purpose of
men in the solving of human relations problems in their
thousand General Motors employees a year are taking

Literally thousands of men and women have taken the Dale
Carnegie courses in this country because they recognized the need
for improvement in their relations with others about them and desired to learn more about the principles of winning friends. These
people have taken this training as adults because they had received
inadequate instruction in this area when in school.
A. course designed to teach students how to get along with people
should be included in the curriculum of every high school, not to
supplant in any way the cultural and utilitarian courses now being
offered, but to supplement them. This should not be a personality
course in the generally accepted, superficial sense of social graces;
rather it should be a course designed to teach students how to work
with others in a harmonious manner, how to acquire and keep civic
and social friends, and how to maintain a happy relationship with
111 em bers of the family in the home.
This training should be offered at the high school level in order
to reach the eighty-five per cent who never go on to college. Those
who go directly from high school to a job would realize an immediate benefit since they would be better qualified to handle any situation which might come up in their work; those who go on to college
would find such training invaluable while they are continuing their
education and later when they ultimately seek employment.
Since
this course would benefit everyone participating,
it should be required of all students.
Certainly if the purpose of education is to
equip our boys and girls for li fe, we should give them every tool
possible; and thus we will insure their chances for happier and more
useful lives.
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The Happy Wanderer
Jan Sherritt
s I maneuvered our Ford to a halt in front of a typical rural
fral~l~ hous.e one 111.icl-summerafternoon and crossed the yard
forti fied with pencil and paper, I felt a lump forming in my
throat.
Through my mind flashed the interesting persons I had encountered during previous interviews, and returning to reality I told
myself that this story would mark my finale at the newspaper office.
Not until I ascended the porch steps did I glimpse the subject of
my story. Seated on a glider that badly needed lubricating, with his
feet propped up on the porch railing and his hat slid down over his
face, Freel Davis reminded me of a Mexican enjoying his daily siesta.
He presented a peaceful picture of domesticity and solitude-the
average elderly gentleman alone, but in his own mind dependent on
no one; a person groping for his lost youth with nothing left but a
few pleasant memories, I calculated.
I could almost feel the silken
strands of a long snow-white beard which he would stroke lazily, and
perhaps as a finishing touch to this "Indian Summer" atmosphere a
pipe might be added.
How wrong I was! He emerged fr0111 beneath his "Panama" with effervescence that belied his sixty-seven
years, and greeted me as warmly as if we had been the best of friends
for a long time. I stood face to face with a bright-eyed, alert, erect,
beardless, bespectacled man who grinned broadly down at me as if
to say, "I surprised you, didn't I?"
As he leafed through the yellow, memory-filled pages of a thirtyfive-year-old scrapbook and reminisced, I listened trans fixed to a
life history that would have delighted Ernest Hemingway.
"L'd lose
interest if I had to go along on just one channel," explained the immaculately attired Hoosier while I chatted with a farmer, railroad
conductor, hospital attendant, barber, singer, journalist, advertising,
real estate and oil salesman, club organizer, lecturer, and personnel
worker without once diverting my attention from this single remarkable individual.
These professions, each in itself all-consuming of
time, are links in a colorful chain. My interviewee's unsettled but
full life has carried him into every maj or city in every state of the
union where his magnetic personality has allowed him to count movie
stars, governors,
presidents,
business tycoons, and average Mr.
America among his closest friends.
"The best way to get to know a
man is to eat and play poker with him," Davis claims, and he has
done both with such personages as J ohnny \i\T eissmuller , Joe E.
Brown, Wallace Beery, Torn Mix, and Bing Crosby. I did not need
to know Mr. Davis long before attaching an easy-going manner and
droJl sense of humor to the list of his other characteristics.
The
humor is a perfect blend of the Will Rogers of yesterday and the
Herb Shriner of today.
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To fully explain his nomadic habits, Mr. Davis was born into a
family where Christmas was "just another day," so the quest for
adventure hit him at the very early age of fourteen.
Since the time
he bid his widowed mother goodbye, he bas exemplified the type of
dissent described in Howard Mumford
J ones' essay "The Iron
Stt:ing." Jumping from one occupation to another, quittins- or being
fired, making and losing literally Fortunes, and not knowing where
his next meal might com~ £.rom, this ~anderer
done e~actly wl_1at
he pleased with no. confl11l11g commitments.
~~ th~ t1nlJ;;agm~tJve
individual Mr. Davis probably appears as a glorif ied BUill -a Jackof-all-trades who could not settle down-but
there are several hundred veterans in Richmond State Mental Hospital now enjoying television through the efforts of this "gadabout" who would probably
tear this theory into pieces. Likewise, countless Lion and Optimist
Clubs in almost every city in our nation have him to thank for their
very being.
My adventuresome friend spoke openly to me about his lack 0 I
education (he did not finish the eighth grade).
"I spent seven years
studying nights and depriving myself of many pleasures because I
was sick and tired of being ashamed," he reflected.
He believes,
though, that there is a difference between being educated and being
smart. "If the determination is there one can learn through observation, travel, and meeting people without once setting foot inside a
university, but if one lacks determination, initiative, and a sense of
hU1110r,he's lost," emphasized a man who is no longer self-conscious
when addressing a group. An enlarged heart (he kids himsel f about
being "big-hearted")
has in recent years limited his escapades, but
to my query of future adventures, Mr. Davis said he dreams of
organizing a national sportsman club. At present his work is far
more down to earth, for this unselfish individual is acting as a counsellor through the State Mental Health Association to aiel patients
in Madison, Indiana.
By his sincere manner Paul Davis made me feel that talking with
me was just as much of a pleasure for him as meeting his famous
acquaintances was, and I am certain I could not have felt more proud
or impressed had I just interviewee! Winston Churchill.
Reluctantly
I departed after promising faithfully to write him. All the way
home I smiled to myself as I thought of his final words about the
possibility of his retiring-"I've
been to the matinee; now I'd like
to witness the evening performance."
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Silence and Thought

S

Richard Fanestil
seems to be provocative of thought; thought, of silence.
Certainly, the greatest, wisest thinkers of times present and past
are and were silent men. Many of those men must have become
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silent before they thought.
Christ, I am sure, was a silent and
thoughtful man. In my quiet moments, I begin to think. Sometimes
my thoughts are deep, profound; at other times, trivial and meaningless. When I think, I withdraw into a silent, still, sleepy world of
my own. Nothing disturbs me. Thoughts of life, death, life after
death, joy, sorrow, and grief drift aimlessly into my brain, linger a
moment, and slither away like a ghost haunting its prey. The ghost
is my memory, and I am its prey. This ghost~this haunting memory
is silent, but living. May I ever be silent, living, and thoughtful!
May I thereby become wise, instilled with the wisdom of a silent,
thoughtful Christ.
:j:

The Power of Words
Geraldine

W

Hingle

have the power to enliven, to quicken, and to thrill.
\tV orcls have the power to harass, to injure, and to wound.
\i\T orcls have the power to soothe, to captivate, and to heal.
Because of words, friends have been made, compromises have been
reached, treaties have been signed, and nations have been created.
On the other hand, because of words people have become embittered,
wars have raged, and nations have fallen. Mighty is the power of
words!
Because of the power of worels, used by adroit hands, one can
visualize what others have seen. Edna St. Vincent Millet creates a
complete panorama of autumn beauty in one line from her poem,
"God's World'":
"Thy woods this autumn day that ache and sag
and all but cry with color!"; \tV eldon Johnson in his poem "The
Creation" gives one a vivid picture in these words: "Darkness covered everything, blacker than a hundrecl midnights down in a cypress
swamp" ; Thomas Wolfe makes the reader not only see but also experience dawn with his words, "The cool streets just grayed now
with that still, that unearthly, magical first light of clay which seems
suddenly to rediscover the great earth out of darkness, so that the
earth emerges with an awful, a glorious sculptural stillness=-."
Through these words the reader catches the vision of the author.
Also words can appeal to the sense of hearing.
Listen to the
sounds in the words~"the
metallic click of ice-covered branches as
they sway in the wind"; "silver bells, how they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle
in the icy air of night" ; and again in "an old opera tune played on a
harpsichord."
There are words that grate on the ear, such as (Juts,
shut-u.p, and uomit. However, there are words that are soothing to
the ear, such as 1'I1C'N!Ory, music, and mother.
Yes, strident discords
or great symphonies can be created through the use of words.
Authors, especially poets, use words to create their emotions in
the mind of the reader.
Sympathy wells in the reader's heart when
he reads, "Oh, for the touch of a vanished hand, and the smile of a
ORDS
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voice that is still:" The reader feels all the joy of a new day in the
words, "And jocund day stands tip toe on the misty mountain top."
From perhaps the greatest love poem ever written one thrills with
Elizabeth Barrett Brownina's "How do I love thee? Let me count
the ways."
Calmness, serenity, and faith are reinforced in one's
mind when he reads,
"I never spoke with God,
Nor visited in heaven;
Yet certain am I of the spot
As if the chart were given."
Since through the use of words one sees, hears, and feels others'
experiences and thoughts, one can truthfully say that words are
powerful.

My
Douglas

M. Currie

almost noon and I wa.s tired; I had been driving since early
morning and was now making my way through the industrial
district of East St. Louis. It was a warm summer day, and many
children from the tenement houses were playing in the street. The
people in this section of town were those who earned just enough
for the necessities of Iife with nothing left over for even minor conveniences. These were the working people for whom li fe was most
often the struggle of getting enough to eat.
As I rounded a corner I was obstructed by a large crowd in the
street. A new convertible was standing astraddle 0 f the sidewalk,
and a little boy was lying in the street. A large crowd had gathered
around the driver of the car. He was a young man, heavy-set, and
dressed in a flashy sport suit.
"The boy ran in front of the car. I tried to stop," he said.
He was nervous ami shaking and must have sensed the anger of
the crowd. He tried to explain-to
tell someone that it was not his
fault anel that he was sorry-that
he wanted to make it square. But
no one listened; no one cared what he said; he had killed one of
their people. He was a rich man's son for whom life had always
been easy. He had always had enough to eat, he drove a big new
car, and he never had to work twelve hours a clay because the "old
man" was out of a job. To these poor people of the tenements he
was a foreigner.
He represented what they could never hope to
have and a way of life completely alien to them. He had killed one
of their boys, a son 0 f the tenements.
All the rage and frustration, not just against this man, but against
society, was brought to flame by this accident. Several of the men
in the crowd grabbed the man. The women tore at his clothes and
snatched at him. A large man took a knife from his pocket, opened
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it, and advanced toward the quivering victim. The scene was then
interrupted by a woman who shoved her way through the crowd.
"Stop it! Stop it!" she cried.
"Has not enough blood been
shed this day?"
The man with the knife stopped and, shaking her off his arm,
said, "Look, lady, this guy has run clown this little boy. Do you
want him to get away with it? What if that boy was your little boy?"
The woman looked at the crowel.
"That dead boy," she said, "is my son.'"
Then turning from the crowd she walked to the lifeless body of
the boy. Slowly the crowd dispersed, and the arrival a few minutes
later of a police car brought order to the tragic scene.

Freedom
Richard

CluHer

REEDOM! A word that is used many times a day by many people
but which is not just a word at all. It is a cause-a cause for
which our forefathers fought and died. It is an ideal-an ideal
of every righteous being that has lived upon this earth. It is a reward
-a reward for those who believe that every man is created equal. It
is a grace-a
grace of God that is given, not through justice alone,
but through His mercy. Lastly, it is a way of life-a
way of life
that can result in peace among enemies as well as among neighbors.
Do all of us who live in this nation deserve the freedom that we
have?
Do we always show that it should be ours by loving our
neighbors and believing that they are all our equals?
The answer
for many of us is no. If we do not then deserve freedom, why are
we blessed with this divine gift?
Many people accredit it to the
justice of God, but can it be justice?
Justice can only be obtained
if one is thought to deserve it. I believe that this freedom, this grace
of Goel, is, like all of His gifts, given through his mercy. Since this
grace is given through mercy instead of justice, we must not take it
for granted, but must strive to pay the debt that we owe to God by
granting to others the same freedom that Goel has granted to us.
Vie are told to love our enemies as well as our neighbors. This
is a very difficult thing for man to clo, especially if he is a slave to
his enemy.
As his enemies rule over him longer and longer, his
dislike for their actions grows and grows, until he eventually hates
his enemies, instead of merely hating their actions. I do not believe
that freedom among men will automatically develop love among
enemies, for that requires much more than mere freedom.
But I do
believe that freedom and what it stands for tend to lessen the hatred
among enemies-c-harred that develops from a feeling of inferiority.
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Live Dangerously
Raymond Banta
are many people who feel they are too old to participate in
such sports as footba!,l, basel?all, c~~lclbasl~~tb~ll; I~ you're one
of these persons, don t be discour <lg.ec1. I her e s. still plenty of
fun left in life, and there's just one requirement.
Drive a car.

T

HERE

Get out the old jalopy or the new super streamlined job. Back
the car out of the garage without looking. Don't worry if someone
is in the driveway.
Let motorists coming down the street look out
for themselves.
Can you get the speed up to sixty in a hurry?
I
hope so; it's such good clean fun making pedestrians j U111p. If you're
real clever, you may be able to knock down a pedestrian or two a day.
Whatever you do, don't stop for l?referential streets or stop signs.
Anyone can be dull and conservatrve.
Be a go-getter; go ricrht
through those signs.
You'll find something new and interest~1O"
every time. You may even run into an old friend some day.
,..,
Don't ever drive with both hands on the wheel. Try driving
with one finger of the left hand; or better yet, try steering with
your toes.
No doubt you've heard of turn indicator lights and hand signals.
I hope you're not one of those old-fashioned drivers that uses such
signals. Be smart; keep people guessing.
If you must give signals,
try a right band signal for a left turn.
That will confuse other
drivers every time, and you'll probably get a big bang out of it
yourself.
Develop your driving language.
Tell motorists
a thing or two in good strong colloquial English.
that says you have to be polite.

and pedestrians
There's no law

Safety experts are always taking the joy out of life with such
warnings as watch your speed, give the other fellow a break, don't
pass on curves, and obey all road signs. V'l e're treated like kindergarten pupils. There ought to be a law against those safety experts.
People surely don't want to live forever.
Pedestrians would get
lazy crossing streets without dodging.
School patrol boys wouldn't
have anything to do if all drivers were safe drivers.
vVe have too
many improvements in our new automobiles for that. Let's put that
excess horsepower to use and show off our fast driving technique on
streets and highways.
Let's drive recklessly, have fun, and live
dangerously.
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The Importance of the Archer-Shee Case
Phyllis Dunn

E

a brie~ study of the Archer-Shes case reveals that the issue
one of far greater Importance than the mere disciplinary dismissal of a young cadet of the Royal Naval College
at Osborne.
When Mr. Martin Archer-Shee discovered that his son
had been unjustly accused of stealing and cashing a five-shilling
postal order and consequently dismissed as unsuitable material for
the making of a British officer, he said, "\i\T ell , we'll have to see about
this." See about it Mr. Archer-Shee most certainly did, and out of
this resolution evolved a struggle for personal liberty perhaps 0 f less
scope but certainly not of less importance than the fight for liberty
in 1914, which it preceded by only a few years. What hael at first
seemed a small matter of the disappearance of a five-shilling postal
order assumed much larger proportions when a British citizen exercised his right to question a governmental department's decision,
and when the foremost men of the land sacrificed personal interest
and national reputation to defend a little boy who had been l1l1 fairly
treated.
And out of this maze of bureaucratic delay and its ensuing
struggle a larger issue becomes apparent:
the inviolable sovereignty
of the individual in a democratic state.
V~N

1!1 vol ved IS

But let us look more closely at the record of this defense of a little
boy, so soon lost in the din of a more consequential defense.
As
democracy evolves from 110t one, but many principles, so this defense
of an individual in a democracy evol ved from an enigma of unreliable
testimony, bureaucratic complacency and delay, and public apathy.
It was the testimony of a post office clerk that finally implicated
the boy. Although she could not actually identi fy the boy because
they all looked so much alike in their uniforms, she did remember that
the stolen orcler was cashed by the boy who had bought the postal
order for fifteen and six. This cadet was Master George ArcherShee. That circumstantial evidence was enough for the Admiralty.
Probably impressed with her role in the drama, and no doubt anxious
to please the Admiralty, an unwitting but well-meaning witness condemned the boy on evidence which she thought to be true. Not until
two years later, under the cross-examination
of the noted advocate
Carson, was she convinced that she could not be absolutely sure that
the stolen order had been cashed by the same cadet who had bought
the order for f ifteen and six. Perhaps the responsible persons at
Osborne should not be judged too harshly. They were, after all, not

_/

42

MANUSCRIPTS

psychologists acquainted with the factors contributing
to the unreliability of testimony, but naval officers trying to get the job done.
Retiring behind the tradition of the infallibility of a government
department, the Admiralty, who had issued their ultimatum with
scarcely an opportunity for a defense of Master Archer-Shee, completely overlooked the improbability of the boy's guilt to hastily dispense with the business at hand. Thus the individual rights of the
boy were sacrificed in the interests of expediency.
No amount of
questioning and investigating
on the part of the parents 0 f the
fledgling Naval Officer could arouse the Admiralty from their COmplacency in the midst of a labyrinth of officialdom.
There were others who shared the Admiralty's
complacency.
There were neighbors who intimated that after all the Navy must
know what it was doing, and there were those who doubted that the
whole thing was really as important as Mr. Archer-Shee's determination would make it seem to be. There were, after all, more important
events taking place in the world, and Mr. Archer-Shee,
so they
thought, was plainly "making a nuisance of himself."
Victims of a
self-induced
sedative-apathy-the
British people could not he
bothered with the problems of a child who was not their child.
All citizens of a democratic state are quick to acknowledge the
Archer-Shee case as a demonstration of the principles of democracy
in action. They are quick to extol the virtues of a democracy in
which a private citizen may take up arms against the government
which has violated his basic rights as a citizen. They are ready to
applaud the endeavors of a Mr. Carson who would jeopardize his
position as a noted advocate to defend a little boy. They virtuously
expound that such a defense of personal liberty could happen only
in a democratic land, And they forget it.
It is a paradox of democracy that its citizens are endowed with
not one but two kinds of liberty, the liberty of action and the liberty
of inaction. The Archer-Shee case proves the inextricable relationship of the two. Thus the inviolable rights of Master Archer-Shee
might well have been lost in the complacency and inertia of a govei-nmerit office bound by its own red tape.
The reputation ofl'vIaster
Archer-Shee might have been sacrificed in the apathy of those who
would not question the bureaucracy.
The fate of George ArcherShee depended upon the determination of his father and an aroused
advocate.
The preservation of the principles of a democracy depends upon the vigilance of its citizens. The loss of liberty for one
might well mean the loss of liberty for many, and the liberty of action
might well be lost in the apathy of inaction.
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Triumph
Edward McNulty
man sat alone with his head bowed, in the cell reserved for
those condemned to death for political crimes. A guard walked
by, stopped, and cast him a stupid, uncomprehending look. He
shook his head and walked on. This one was different; he had seen
men before condemned by the state-s-in fact every day some nonconformist faced the firing squad~but
they had all been wild-eyed,
bomb-throwing
idealists and revolutionists.
Not that this man was
not an idealist-e-on the contrary; but there was something unnerving
about his calm, unassuming manner. Why, if one hael not been educated and disciplined against such temptations by the state, one could
easily be captivated by this man and even subscribe to his dangerous
anarchic doctrines.
The guard's thoughts trailed off as he saluted
the Secretary of Education and the Secretary of Internal Order, who
were passing by.
The two officials stopped, ordered one of the many guards to
open the cell door, and entered.
The prisoner was praying, an act
which was frowned upon by the state.
He continued for several
minutes more, disregarding
the two impatient officials.
He then
looked up and smiled. "What is it that you want?"
The Secretary of Internal Order scowled defensively; he did not
know how to handle this man who had every reason to hate him and
yet did not. "vVe ourselves have come to give yO\1 one last chance
to recant," he said. "The state bears you no ill will; it does not wish
to destroy you. Retract your statements and ideas publicly, and you
will be pardoned.
The President himsel f assures me of this."
The prisoner shook his head and replied, "The state does not
possess the power to destroy Ine-or
my ideas; only God has that
power. And I can no more stifle my conscience and do as you say
than I can consciously stop my heart from beating. When I began
to spread my convictions, I realized that I might be called upon to
pay the supreme price £01" those same convictions, but I could follow
no other course. I have fulfilled my purpose and am ready to face
death. Many times in the past when darkness seemed to be prevailing, a small spark rekindled the torch."
"And you believe yourself to be that spark?" the Secretary of
Education scornfully queried.
"Come now, listen to reason."
"Reason?
What reason? The reason that commands you to say
black is white and white is black? The reason that teaches the doctrine of conformity, of unquestioning
submission to an authority
which every faculty of your mind tells you is decadent and repressive? The reason that divides men into classes and races, draws a
line and says, 'This is your group which the State has chosen for you.

T

r-lE

44

:MANUSCRIPTS

Do not question the decision or try to step beyond the boundary'?
The reason which retards the progress of mankind by placing him on
a level equal to or below that of cattle?
Because I am a rational,
thinking being, I could never listen to what you call 'reason'!"
The Secretary of Education smarted under this retort as if he had
been slapped. He knew that the man-e-confound him-c-had directed
his retort at him. As head of the Bureau of Education, it was his
job to issue and spread the government propaganda and see that
the people followed it.
He hastily replied, unconsciously imitating his adversary, "Rational? Do you call it rational to stubbornly refuse to conform-to
throw your li fe away for nothing?"
The prisoner stood up and looked down~he
was over six feet
tall-at
the Secretary.
"But am I throwing my life away? I think
not, and I believe that you feel the same way. Otherwise you would
not be here. The State-that
mighty, impregnable state-is
worried!"
He paused a moment for the two men to absorb his words.
Seeing the effect on the officials, he knew that he was right and continued, "The people are stirred up. They no longer swallow your
propaganda or follow YOUf orders as unquestioningly
as they once
did. If you will pardon my using a rather antiquated phrase, you
have seen 'the handwriting on the wall' and realize that the days of
the present order are numbered."
"You are implying that the masses will revolt and seize control
of the government?
You seem to forget that we control the army."
"Since you have read my writings, you know better than that. I
have unleashed a force far more powerful and deeply rooted than
your violence, than all your guns or cobalt bombs~love,
the basis of
Christianity.
Because the people have at last begun to grasp it and
its implications, they will not overthrow your tyranny by force. Our
method is far more ef fective and constructive.
It has been called
many things-passive
resistance, non-cooperation.
Gandhi called it
'soul force'; psychologists have called it 'mental j iu jitsu": Christ
called it 'love.' It bas been used many times. The early Christians
triumphed because of it; India gained her independence through it;
the labor unions of the early and mid twentieth century used it in a
changed and modified form, They called it a strike.
No, we will
not use violence, yet our triumph will be complete."
"You overlook the fact that there are over sixteen million trained
and well equipped men in the army ready to put an end to your
'glorious movement.' "
"True, you have sixteen million trained men, but for what are
they trained?
War and violence! Your entire indoctrination process
conditions the men against an enemy who fights back in the same
manner as they do+-violence.
What will your men do when they
come up against an enemy who will not return violence for violence?
They will be completely confused; faced with an entirely new situa-
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tion for which they have not been prepared, they will turn to their
superiors, who will be just as confused.
You can shoot a large nUl11ber of the people, but you cannot shoot all of them. Sixteen million
men, trained only for killing, cannot run a nation which is normally
run by almost a billion people. Where would the government be if
a majority or even a fourth of the people stopped working in the
factories, in the fields, in the transportation and communication networks, in the laboratories?
As I said before, you can try to drown
the movement in a sea of blood, but for every non-conformist
you
shoot, a dozen or more will desert your side and take his place. This
will be different from the mass murders of the Second and Third
"Vodd Wars,
Then the militarists could j usti fy their actions by
the fact that their victims hated them and would do the same thing if
their positions were reversed.
But it is hard to shoot a man who
bears you no ill will-indeed,
who loves and pities you-and,
while
awaiting death, prays for you. Even your most efficient propagandists will find it impossible to convince your soldiers that it is
just to kill such people. Before long they will start thinking, and
then the state will fall, since tyranny cannot maintain itself when its
tools are able to think and judge its doctrines and practices."
The Secretary of Internal Order turned to the Captain of the
Guard, who stood just outside the cell, and said, "It is useless to reason with this fanatic.
Proceed with your execution orders!"
He
looked at the prisoner to see what effect his orders had on him and
immediately regretted it.
With an expression full of pity and forgiveness on his face, the
condernned man said, "When the Master was on the cross, he forgave those who inflicted on him a far more horrible death than the
one to which I am going. I can do no less. May Goel go with you."
The Secretary of Internal Order turned and hurried horn the
cell; he did not want his subordinates to see the ef fect the man had
on him. Blast him! It did not seem human to forgive the man who
had just sentenced you to death.
It just was not clone-and
yet
this man had done it!
A moment later the Secretary of Education caught up with him.
Both men walked down the corridor in silence. They left the cell
block and came to the guards' recreation room, where light from
several windows broke the dismal prison gloom. The Secretary of
Internal Order stopped at one of the windows and looked out. Several stories below was the plaza, where a machine gun squad was
setting up its weapon.
Twenty yards away stood a stone wall, its
surface scarred and stained a brownish color. A huge crowd had
gathered; it covered every square inch of ground except that within
the plaza itsel f where a cordon of armed Security Policemen stood
guard. The Secretary noticed immediately that this crowd was different horn any that he had ever seen. There was no pushing or
jostling, no gossiping or shouting-only
silence and an expectant
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wartmg . For the first time in his life the Secretary felt akin to them;
he wanted to rush down and join them. A yearning to be free and
follow the ideals of the man-s-the fanatic as he had called him-arose
in him and broke through the hard shell of hatred and brutality
which the state had imposed on his mind. Feeling nervous and unsure of himself, he glanced around to see if anyone was watching
him. Good, the Secretary of Education had gone on without him
and no one else was in the room.
His mind went back to a poem-or was it a song ?-that he had
heard as a boy back in the '70's before the state suppressed it:
"In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in his bosom that trans figures you and me:
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
While God is marching on."
Strange that it should come to him now. As he thought of the
poem and the words of the man to whom he had just spoken, and who
was even now being led out onto the plaza, he knew that never again
could he enjoy the luxury of a sound sleep or a stifled conscience as
long as the present order prevailed. He looked away from the window as the sound of the machine gun broke the silence.
The Secretary left the room and entered the corridor leading to
the elevators. Fifty feet from him stood the Secretary of Education
gazing out a barred window-no
doubt enjoying this triumph of the
state as he had so many others. Not wishing to confront him in his
present state of mind, the Secretary started to walk quietly past the
man, but something made him stop. Two tears glistened in the eyes
of the propagandist.
He sensed the other's presence and turned from
the window to face him. There was a softness in his eyes that had
never been there before. There was no need for words; their eyes
told each other everything. Both of them now realized who had really
triumphed.

*

*

*

*
HUMILITY
Barbara

Irwin

Contact with virgin nature is to me
An antidote for human flattery.
Trees do not step aside or bow;
The rose regards me glance for glance,
Affecting no delighted trance
To see me pass. The waters go
With musical indifference and show
The face I bring with ever careless art;
And stars return my gazing with a glance,
A twinkle only; they do not pretend
A joy they do not feel, or condescend
From heaven's height to claim a humble friend.
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The Victim
Dave

T

Powell

sky .was overcast and the air was clamp and chilling.
Bill
pulled his coat collar up and reached into his pocket for a smoke.
He was out. His fingers closed around a crumpled bit of paper.
He had just sold his watch for five dollars. It was every cent he had.
Bill hadn't realized that a year could pass so slowly. Twelve
months all in one stretch, it was the longest sentence he'd served.
Jail was no novelty to Bill, but the State Penitentiary-.
When had
it all begun? Where had he really slipped up? Sure he'cl quit hig'h
school after the first semester, but so had plenty of other guys. Well,
his home life had never been much-crummy
neighborhood, crummy
pals, crummy women.
Yeah, he'd made a few mistakes, but he'd
had a lot of tough luck too, more than his share of rotten breaks.
He'd been in one scrape after another, never for anything big though,
always strictly small-time.
Petty was the word that best described
his life. Honesty, pride, integrity, these words had never had a place
in his vocabulary.
Things were gonna be different from now on
though.
Honesty, pride, integrity-Bill
mouthed the words. They
sounded good, fresh and clean-like. They made him feel good. Sure,
he could clo it, why not? He'd get a steady job, work hard, be respectable.
Bill thrust back his shoulders, his eyes re Elected determination, his face took on a look of resolution.
This time he would
really start a new life.
Bill stopped at a drugstore for a pack of smokes. The salesgirl
was speaking intently with a young man. Bill coughed and asked for
a pack of Camels. The girl gave him the cigarettes, took his money,
and counted out his change.
"Twenty-five,
fifty, one, two, three,
four, five, and five's ten, thank you," she said, and immediately resumed her conversation with the young man. Bill hesitated a moment, then jammed the money in his pocket. He pushed through the
door and walked away to begin his new life.
HE

